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Part One: Always for Him 


Author's Notes: 
| do not own the Red Hot Chili Peppers, nor do | own the Eagles’ song "Take it to the Limit." And the POV will 


change chapter to chapter, but it will be clear form the context who is narrating. 


"But the dreams I've seen lately keep on turning out and burning out and turning out the same" (The Eagles) 


A white spark fell from my cigarette, hitting the cold cement and fizzling into nothing. It looked like a star for 
a second, like one of the glints in the blank black that I've wished on silently, and I'm almost ashamed. | can't 
say I've ever wished for something like you, but I've never been one to question a blessing in disguise. Who am 
| to think that you, you with your long dark curls and dazzling bright eyes and exquisite porcelain skin, could be 
anything but Heaven sent, but wonderful, but perfect? 


You're all of that, and all I've ever wanted and needed is to touch you since | saw you, shivering outside that 
back alley gig, but grinning with your comrade, and expressing, among the slurred cusses and casual greetings 
was a love for me and my band (soon to be yours too) and the music. You, despite your young age of lb, were 


pure, visible, personified and insane sex. From the tips of your crazy bleached out hair to your dirty sneakers, 


in between some wild torn and colorful clothes that reeked of freedom and insanity and life. | wanted to rip 
everything off, all the barriers that hid your skin, and touch you, touch you until | found everything | was 


ever looking for. 


And now you're just feet away, this time not clothes, but a door, my own fear, and all the eyes on me 


barriers between us. | wanted you, more than I've wanted air to breath. 
My hand found the doorknob. My other hand, a fist, sounded the knock. 
"Who is it?" 


Your voice sounds, calling out to me, muffled but distinct, a voice | always knew, that | loved. It was like some 


kind of song dreams are made of. 


Its just me," | answer smoothly, push open the door, expecting to see you writing or playing or reading, 
maybe stretching (Lord, that would be nice) or perhaps eating or just resting. 


Not what | found instead. 


There, you were leaning on the edge of your sparse vanity, and leaning your head on a shoulder, not your own 
shoulder, but that of Josh's, your contributing drummer and close friend. He was folding you into a careful 
embrace, and maybe it was friendly, but the way his one hand was delicately playing with ends of your long 


dark hair unsettled me. Discomfort crept up my neck as if | intruded on something intimate. 
Josh looked at me, his eyes dark with a hint of something like anger, dislike, or even bitterness. 


"l'm sorry," | mumbled and didn't know quite what to do. | was standing there in front of this, and Josh pulled 
away from you, his arms dropping to his sides and he blushed a litle, he looked like a guilty litle boy. 
And you. You beautiful creature, you couldn't even bring yourself to look at me. You just folded your slim and 


scarred arms over your chest and studied the ground, blushing and black hair falling in your eyes. 


and you nodded a little, and | shut the door quickly as possible, and took off down the hall, away from that 


room, and the sickness it conjured in me. 


You..and Josh. It should have been so obvious. You two were always together, and always sharing secret 
glances and quietly discussing things that were enigmas to me-musical mechanics and the nuances of songs 
from artists | didn't even know. And those late nights, when | could hear the two of you in your hotel room, 
laughing and singing and just loving life, it never even dawned on me the two of you were..were more than just 
friends. 


| threw myself onto my hotel bed. All hotel beds feel the same. They have that clean smell, and cool to the 


touch, and they sink just barely with your weight and never feel right, never cozy or warm or inviting. Just..a 


place to sleep. 
Not quite a bed. 


After closing my eyes and letting the feeling of losing you before even having you permeate my thoughts, | 
reached into my overnight bag next to my bed, retrieved a notebook and opened to a blank page, envisioning all 
this pain and loss and crushing weight that had overcome my air. Just the thought of you wrapped in his 


arms made my blood run cool and my head and soul ache with longing. | would have given anything to be him. 


| could just imagine it now, you upset over my discovery of you and your secret lover. The conversation that 


must be happening... 


"Don't cry, dear," Josh would comfort you softly, wrapping an arm around you and letting your thin body fall 
against his, your hair tumbling like a mess of silk shadows around your tear-glossed cheeks, you must be 


afraid, ashamed, and shy. 


"He saw us," you were probably sobbing, those lovely full lips of yours trembling slightly as your weak hand 
gripped the fabric of Josh's shirt at his chest. "Anthony knows now. Everything will be awkward..and the band.. 


how are we supposed to play like normal when he knows?" 
You always worried about the music. 


"Hush, sweetie," Josh would finally silence you, brush those wet warm tears away and steady those lips with a 


gentle kiss. 


The thought of his lips on yours made me angry and jealous and torn. | could never be Josh. | could never..be.. 


Josh. 


My pen flew furiously across the paper, scrawling out poisonous words, and | thought about your name and 
your face and your smell over and over. | loved you, god | loved you more than any man has loved a woman 
or a place or a passion. | could die for you, | know | could, the words playing on repeat in my head exactly the 


way you had sung them, beautifully. You were singing for him, all this time. 


[End Part |] 


Part Two: Save Me From Myself 


Author's Notes: 
Feedback please! 


"I was thinking ‘bout a woman who might have loved me, but | never knew.." (the Eagles) 


Shock had overcome me. | could hear the faint whirring of the AC unit, the invisible buzz of the florescent 
lighting, and worst of all, Josh's breath next to me. His eyes were on me, | could feel it, and | knew he was 


trying to read my thoughts. 


| stared at the empty doorway where you had stood just seconds ago, remembering the look of alarm on your 


face, and a trace of disgust in your dark brown eyes. 


"He could never want anything to do with me," | finally explained, breaking the silence. Josh looked up at me, 
waiting. "Did you see the look in his eyes? He couldn't even the stand the sight of me and you hugging." | wasn't 
sure if that meant you couldn't stand the sight of two men sharing affection or you couldn't stand the sight 
of me. Either way, | had lost. 


"John," Josh began easily, touching my shoulder in a brotherly fashion. "Maybe you're jumping to conclusions. 


Maybe you should talk to him." 

Talk to you? About what? The fact that ever since | first heard your voice, then added a face to that sound, | 
knew | wanted to be with you? That when | first joined this band, the way that your voice copulated with my 
playing made me think about heaven and | thought crazy thoughts about running away with you? Or when | 
was away from you, six long years, | still felt some kind of magnetic pull in your direction, and when | got high 
enough, | had hallucinations about your beautiful ghost? Maybe about how now that I'm back around you, | can 
never manage to put you from my mind and I'm always hoping that one day, one day... 

"What do you mean?" | asked. 

"Maybe you should tell Anthony, the whole band even, that you're..well..gay." 

| rarely get angry. And even now | was not angry. 


"I'm not gay," | had to explain. "This..this isn't only about sexual attraction" 


Josh looked at me skeptically. 


How could | ever convey to him or anybody that my love for Anthony was not fueled by a sexuality? When | 
loved, | love another human for their soul. The body is just a vehicle for the spirit, and | couldn't help but see 


past that. 


Anthony may have been a man, and | wasn't ashamed to love him, to be labeled "gay" because labels never 
held any meaning to me. | just wanted to point out that | was not attracted to Anthony because he was a man, 


| was attracted to Anthony because he was, well, Anthony. 


"Ok then," Josh continued, obviously trying to avoid another typical "John" answer from me. "Tell him how you 
feel. Nothing may come of it, but if you keep it in, you'll suffer. And maybe clearing the air will help you get 


over it." 


But maybe | didn't want to get over it. Sometimes this was all | had, this secret love for my band mate, my 
best friend, my pseudo brother. 


And | found myself weeping, | couldn't stop the tears, was this all | had? | needed you, here with me, and | was 
just a coward, | would never tell you. How can you tell your heterosexual best friend that you've been in love 
with him for years, that to satisfy a need inside you that you had to be with him? | couldn't ruin the 


dynamics of our band and our friendship; we had something too wonderful to destroy by my own selfish wants. 


But | was scared. | knew | needed you; you were everything | had ever been looking for. Every flaw that | had 
and every vacancy in my heart could be fixed and fulfilled with your kisses and touches and promises, | just 


knew it. 


Josh pulled me into another hug and | unwillingly but gratefully buried my head in his bony shoulder, crying 
uncontrollably, desperately wishing that it was you that was holding me, not Josh. He was just an ersatz 
comfort, a faulty stand-in from the true reassurance and affection that | craved, something | knew | could 


only find in you. 


And then | sat up, wiping the wetness away with the back of my hand. 

| would have to get this out of me. It would kill me otherwise. | loved you for a reason, for your ever 
understanding nature and always accepting heart and mind. You would never question me, you would listen and 
you would be supportive, you would recognize this longing in me and help me heal it, with friendship and care. 


You, for not the first time, could save me from myself. 


| jumped up and left the room, not caring that my hair was a tangled mess or the fact that | just had a 
crying fit and it showed. | was going to find you. 


[End Part 2] 


Part Three: Magnetism 


"So put me on a highway, so me a sign, and take it to the limit one more time.." (the Eagles) 

| sat up in a daze, my mind still swimming with too many words. | thought | had heard something, but it was 
probably just another dream, just a dream like everything else | had prayed for. 

But no. 

There it was again, a loud and clear thump on my closed door, this time accompanied by a voice, your voice. 
"Anthony? Hey, are you in there? It's me" 

Stirring myself from my hazy poetry-induced stupor, | pulled myself out of the bed and over to the door, 
unlocking it and yanking it opening to find you standing there, a mess, but a lovely one, just gorgeous, gorgeous 
chaos. And then, what | didn't expect to happen, you pushed your way through my doorway. 

"I have to talk to you," you proclaimed. | closed the door, still staring at you. You were probably here to cover 
your ass about what | just saw, and | was ready to comply. Maybe | didn't exactly entertain the idea of you 


and Josh, but | did love you and would do anything for you. 


"Listen, Anthony," you began. There was awkward space between us. Your slender white hands played with the 
hem of your shirt nervously. "About Josh, and what you just saw. Josh was..." 


"I already know. | figured it out John. It's no big deal” 
There was a slight sting in my voice, and | think it hurt you because your eyes dropped and you flushed. 
"If you already knew why didn't you ever say anything?" you whispered, accusation in your breath. 


| sighed a little, shrugging. "It's really none of my business, and, truth be told, the whole thing kind of pisses 


me off." 
You recoiled and looked devastated. 


"The fact that | have..| have feelings for you..kind of pisses you off?" you whimpered meekly, looking shocked 
and hurt and even a little angry yourself. 


Aside from the blow to the brain | just received realizing that | had just fucked up big time, you, you... 


"Have feelings for me?" 


You bit your lower lip and nodded, pink coloring your cheeks faintly. 

"Johnny," | replied, my eyes and voice and manner softening as | stepped towards you. "Wha-Aw, fuck, | didn't 
know... | wasn't talking about.. | didn't know, | thought you and Josh.." My voice trailed off and | touched your 
face, and you looked up at me. | didn't need to explain, you understood that it was all mistake, | could see it in 
your profound brown eyes. 


You were touching the hand | had cupping your cheek, the contact was so soft, your fingertips, your face. 


| thought that you and Josh were..had something," | explained simply and your eyes drifted shut, you were 


nodding, nuzzling my hand, you looked like maybe you were savoring, cherishing this moment. 

"Mmm," you breathed. "I take it that was what pissed you off?" 

"Yeah." 

The brown sparkles that were your bright but sleepy eyes reappeared and you questioned me. 

"Why?" 

| laughed a little, unconsciously stepping forward, lessening the cold space between us. "Isn't it obvious?" | asked. 
Our eyes met and | knew what you're thinking, you were doubting, too scared to even dare to believe for a 
second. 

"Do you think that you might..2" Your voice trailed off, uncertain. "You might care about me?" 


"Might? There is no question in my mind," | answered, and | felt you flush under my palm. 


"Anthony," was your only reply. Silence hung between us momentarily, and then you added, "Don't confuse me. 


When you say care, do you mean..mean like this?" 
This was an easy one, a question | knew the answer to. 


"To put it plainly, you are the closest creature | have seen to god, just pure beauty and the essence of 
everything that is lovely and good in a human form. | have wanted nothing more than to be near you since I've 


laid eyes on you, when | knew that you were that higher level that | needed” 


My words gushed like meaningless crap; even | couldn't verbally express the bubbling emotional surges you 
caused in me. So instead, after that embarrassing and verbose display, | pulled you close to my chest, you 
were an inch taller than me maybe, but somehow you managed to shrink against my frame and | absorbed 


your warmth. Lord | needed it. 


"Anthony," you sighed again, and | felt your lips brush against my throat, your breath and vibrations of your 
slight speech giving me shivers. 


Johnny, you little angel. 


| wasn't quite prepared for anything at this point, not at all. You had your arms wrapped around me and the 
words were spilling out of your mouth about everything, about the pain and the desires you had wrapped up 
inside of yourself for years. Everything you had hidden, about how your attraction to me matched mine to 
you. We had been magnetized this whole time and never knew. 


But now | knew one thing. We had found each other, despite the darkness that had consumed most of our 
separate lives, we had finally found each other. We were always so close, yet so far away, and a lot of times, | 
felt more alone then | ever had when you were near me. But now, in your arms, in the safety and warmth 


that we generated for each other, | knew | could never be lonely again 

| was overcome with another surge of emotion, and | knew you felt it too. 

Maybe it was the tremor that occurred in my heart's rhythm or the flash of heat my body gave off. Or 
possibly the link between our two spirits and minds just pulled because you looked up and | leaned down to take 


your lips. 


[End Part 3] 


Part Four: Pieces of the Puzzle 


Author's Notes: 
Waaa.. me attempting a sex scene.. grr... 


"Still you're coming back, you're running back, you're coming back for more..." (the Eagles) 


The moment that touch occurred, connectivity overrode all senses and reality and | just drowned in it, feeling 
the electricity this kiss was creating. How your tongue tenderly pried my lips apart and was flicking into my 
mouth, conjuring the strangest upsurges of wants that | hadn't felt in a long while. 


| let you know that | was following this, | needed this, by making sure the placement of my hands on your hips 
was sneaky enough to creep up your shirt a bit. And fuck, there was your flesh, smooth, firm, and inviting. 


| must admit | was a little scared, | hadn't done this much, only a few instances with another man, but those 
were all mistakes, where emotion and meaning were absent. Hell, most of the sexual encounters | had with 
women were along the same thread. My sexual experience was limited, not in number but by type. | had fucked 


plenty, but made love sparsely. 


And here we were. Far from two animals lusting for flesh, we were two souls longing for discovery, comfort, 
fusion. | wanted to merge with you in any shape | could, and as you lifted my shirt up, your clumsy kisses 


found their way to my bare skin, and | knew this merge was going to be possible, inevitable even 


We had waited too damn long and | was on fire from wanting you, that wait building up into a dam of longing, 
threatening to break and spill into a tidal wave that | would engulf you with. 


As luck would have it, we were not near the bed, but instead the desk, and could not spare the extra seven 
seconds it would take to make our way there. Instead you tore yourself away from me long enough to clear 
the table surface with an insane sweep of your arms, papers and books tumbling to the ground. Back into your 
grasp | went, you were lifting me up, | was now sitting on the surface, my back inclined against the wall. Our 
lips met, roughly, and you were (almost greedily) touching every inch of me you could. Your hands explored 
the length of my scarred and ravaged arms, curled fists around my hands, mussed through my hair, slipped 
up my shirt and investigated the shape of my stomach and abs. 


You must have liked what you found because now my shirt was being pulled off, and you just had to taste 
there. Crouching in front of me, your mouth was gingerly gliding over my body, climbing upwards so your 


arms were around my waist and your pelvis was nestled in the space between my thighs. 


| groaned a little, loving the contact. All of your body was so warm against mine in all the right places. Parts 


where we curved together and united glowed with a wonderful heat. God, why were our clothes still on? This 
was going achingly slow, but at the same time, at a dizzying rate and my thoughts spun as every one of your 


caresses and kisses grew more fervent, persistent, needy. 


The sound of my zipper being opened brought me back to my senses, but the presence of your hand on my 
bare flesh, scorching, as you, you sneaky little devil, delved in past the layers of fabric, sent me soaring back 
into arousal overdrive. | pressed my hips towards you, another quiet noise of lust escaping from my lips. Your 
face was in my hair, and | felt you half laugh, half sigh as you concentrated on every one of my little 


variations of movement, breath, and sound. You were searching, waiting for a signal. 

And | gave it to you. Laying my hand on top of yours, guiding you to where | wanted your presence, | leant my 
head back so we could make eye contact. You leant your forehead to mine, breathing heavily, the crazy 
fondling your hand had been doing down south ceasing. 

"Johnny," you whispered in lush pants. 


"Mmm?" | responded, not being able to conjure words as | nodded. 


“Are..is this ok?" you asked, your moist breath washing over my face and ears. | shivered, imagining that 


breath exhaling on me as you moaned onto my shoulders, burrowing deep inside of me. 


Another nod. It was more than "ok," it was more like "please." | was gasping for air, wishing your hand would 
continue to work the magic it had been. 


You kissed my cheek then untangled yourself from me, went to your bagging, digging momentarily and 
returning with a condom. Of course you'd have condoms in your overnight bag.. 


The crinkle of the package being torn open and discarded gave me the cue to push off what was left of my 
clothing. You dropped your pants and started to tug on the condom, and | was overpowered by the urge to kiss 


you again, so our lips and tongues intertwined and | was wrestling your shirt off of you. 


It was difficult but | unglued myself from you again and attempted to squirm onto my stomach, so my back 
was facing you, but you stopped me. 


"Don't you want to?" | asked, confused. 


You nodded furiously and touched your fingertips to my cheek. "More than anything Johnny.. But don't turn 


over. | want to watch your face," you explained. 


| practically melted. Is this what true lovemaking entailed? | wasn't just a space for you to cum in, | was 


expression and energy and emotion. A person 


Nimble hands were tenderly spreading me open, testing the waters. | recoiled a little, discomfort settling in, but 


then shifting into an odd sort of pleasure punctuated by a hint of dull pain as you eased into my body. We 
found rhythm, an easy feat considering both of our minds and souls were interlaced with music. | matched 


your beat and pace, watching as your face changed with every step. 


You were frustrated, trying to find relief. Your grasp found my erection and you were getting me to find it 


too, simultaneously strengthening my movements and, consequently, our pleasure and sensation 
Everything about this situation was perfect. We were like two pieces of a jigsaw puzzle, made to fit together 


and cut in a way not only our shape and form interlocked, but the melding of the bigger picture, the purpose, 
clarified and emerged. 


The sweetest feeling | had ever known washed over me, as | released into the strength of your hand and felt 
you come too, sighing and moaning my name softly as you did sol. Shudders passed though us, and | swear | 
felt a cosmic harmonic convergence. 


You loved me. 


[End Part 4] 


Part Five: Dreams Won't Compare 


"IF it all fell to pieces tommorow would you still be mine?" (the Eagles) 


The surges of energy curtailed and | felt you relax in my arms. We were both a sticky mess, and though | 


found myself wanting to linger inside you, | had to pull away and clean us up. 


You were sleepy, | could tell, your eyes drifted shut lazily and you looked a little wilted, but still lovely, as 


always, your cheeks inflamed light pink and your lips swollen from kisses. 


| went to you and scooped you into my arms, relocating us to the bed, still blanketed in bits of my half- 
formed poetry from just an hour ago. You grattully sunk into the depths of the sheets and coverlet, your 


figure so light. | crawled in next to you, drawing you close, inhaling your scent and remembering this. 


You were the perfect size to cradle against me. | was still disoriented from the euphroic rush | had just felt 
and my senses were impaired accordingly. My vision was lit up in an odd and dizzying way, my hearing acute, 
my sensation of touch heightened, but my sense of thought and logic completely fuzzy and liquefyed. | couldn't 
even fathom the meaning of having you lay here next to me, shivering from your post-orgasmic aftershock, 


and you were Johnny, my best friend who | had coveted as a lover and a soul mate for years. 


We murmurred the so needed promises and declarations of love and saftey to each other, words we had so 
often craved but were kept from us. You breathing softly next to me, succumbing slowly to sleep, was such a 


perfect sound. 


Completely gone now. | played with your long dark curls mindlessly, half wishing you were awake again. | was 


drifting off too, but somehow, | just knew dreams wouldn't compare... 


Sunlight..one of the worst things to seep through your eyelids, rousing me awake. Maybe my dream figures 
were just the slightest shadows of lovliness realitive to the real you, but it didn't mean | wanted this dark and 
sweet night, cuccooned next to you, Sleeping Beauty, to end. 


It was tommorow, and you remained here. It was all real, the sound of your voice muffled, but pleaseured, the 
smell and taste of your skin, the feel of the warmth of your body envolping mine. We had made insane, clingy, 
depserate love, in the aftermath of our confessions, and you stayed with me, asleep. This is when | knew you 


were mine. 
| kissed one of your closed eyes and whispered to you. 


"Oh, Johnny. | never though I'd get to tell you this, but | do love you." | was lost no more. "And | think you're 
the most beautful thing I've ever touched." 


A smile crept across your lips. "You're not too bad yourself, kid," you responded, your voice a little raspy from 


sleep and last night's quiet screams. 


| laughed. | felt embarassed, like | had been caught doing something secret. You opened your eyes and kissed 


my mouth, your arms delicate around me. 
It was, most unfortunatly, time to abandon this place (temporarily) and face the real world and the day. 
This time, though, this morning, we knew we were not alone. 


[End Part 5] 


Part Six: Nightmares Subsided/Luster Lost 


"And when you're looking for your freedom.. Spent my life running ‘round...” 

The open air. Usually a good sensation after the harsh of sleep, I'm always so wracked by nightmares. But 
leaving the oasis that was your arms and warmth... Those glimpses to the past that revisited me in dreams... 
those nightmares subsided. You cancelled them out. Your light negated my dark 

By any account, | had to redress, regroup, reappear. 

The tour buses. Man.. | looked forlornly at the bus you shared with Flea... Riding with Chad was always 
interesting, but Today | did want to be with you..in so many ways. The drizzle outside made me feel even 
lonelier. 

We boarded, our glances caught as you disappeared behind the plexi-glass doors, tinted accordingly. | was gonna 
miss you these few hours. A few miles. 

| was in my "room" on the bus, just mindlessly sketching when Josh poked his head in. 

"Hey, John” One sentence. Like that. 

"Oh, hey Josh." 

He had a strange and distant look in his eyes. 

"l-I heard what happened. Last night" 

| was a little surprised. The gossip was flying already? 


"Who Told you?" 


"No, | mean.. heard it happening" His voice dripped with pain. His eyes, usually bright with liveliness were dull 
today, luster lost, replaced by a gray look of disgust. "I just hope you enjoy your life as his toy." 


And he exited. 


My heart practically stopped. Anthony's..toy? Could it ever be true? You had just.we had.. You loved me. | 
could feel it. 


My doubts, like those dim nightmares, surfaced. | was lost in a swirl, confused suddenly. Josh..his brief words 
enough to shake my mind up... 


| was feeling so sick, so lost, so confused. | had found it, for a moment..for a second. 

Yet. 

Your bus pulled up next to mine. You were sitting by the window too. You looked at me, smiled a little. The rain 
outside had left condescension on the windows, and you took your finger and wrote "Miss you" in the fog. Your 
smile was so wonderful. 

The hints of nightmares subsided again 


Lord, that power you had. Toy or not, | was yours. And | was fine with that. 


[End] 


